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TheTragedieof (oriolanUs. 


He was not taken well, be had noc din'd, 
The Veincs vnfill'd, our blood is cold,and then 
We powtvpon the Morning, are vnapt 
To giue or to forgiue; but when we hauc Ruffe 
Theft Pipes 5 and thefe Coiiucyances of our blood 
With Wine and Feeding, we haue fupplcr Sculcs 
Then in our PriefHtkeFafts: therefore He watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeft, 
And then He let vpon him. 

Urn. You know the very rode into his kindneffe, 
And cannot lofe your way. 

Mene. >Good faith He proue him, 
Speed how it will. I (hall e:e long,haue kno wledge 
Ofmyfucceffe. Exit * 

Com. Hcclneuerhearehim. 

Stem. Not. 

Com. I tel! you,he doe's fit in Gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burnc Rome : and his I niury 
The Gaoler to his pitty, I kneel'd before him, 
'Twas very faintly he laid Rife: difmift me 
Thus with his fpeechlefle hand . What he would do 
He fent in writing after me : what he would not, 
Bound with an Oath to yecld to his conditions: 
So that all hope is vainc,vnleffe his Noble Mother, 
J And his Wifc,who (as I heare) meane to fohcite nim 
For mercy to his Countrey : therefore let's hence, 
And with our faire intrcaucs haft them on. Exeunt 
Enter Trtenenitu to the Watch or Guard. 

I Wat. Stay; whence are you. 
Stand,and go backe* 

Me.You guard like men, Vis welLBut by your leauc, 
I am an Officer ofState,& come to fpeak with CorioUnu* 

I From whence? Men*. From Rome. 

i You may not paffe,you muft retume : our Gcncrall 
will no more heare from thence. 

% You'l fee your Romeembracd with fire, before 
You'l fpeake with Coriolann*. 

Men*. Good my Friends, 
If you haue heard your Generall talke of Rome, 
And ofhis Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, 
My name hath touch'c your eares : it is Menenim. 

i Beit fo,go back; the venue of your name, 
Is not hecre paffable. 

xJHene. I rell thee Fellow* 
Thy Generall is my Loner : I hauc beene 
The booke ofhis good A#s ? whence men haue read 
His FamevnparalclI'd, happcly amplified : 
For I haue euer ver Red my Friends, 
(Of whom hee's ch?e°e) with aH the fize that verity 
Would without iapfing fuffer i Nay,fometimcs, 
Like to a Bowie vpon a fubtle ground 
I haue tumbled paft the throw : and in his praife 
Haue (almoft)ftaippt the Leafing* Therefore Fellow, 
I muft haue leaue to paffe. 

1 Faith Sir,tfyou had told as many lies in his bchalfe, 
as you hauc vttered words in your owne, you fliould not 
paffe heeve : no, though it were as vertuous to lye, as to 
Hue chaftlv. Therefore go backe. 

7M?«,Prythce fdlow : remember my name is M*nenius> 
alwayes faclionary on the party of your Generall. 

2 Howfoeuer you haue bin his Lier, as you fay you 
haue, I am one that telling true vnder him, muft fay you 
cannot paffe. Tnc-cfore go backe. 

Mem. Ha's he din'd can'ft thou tell? For I would not 
fpeake with him, rill after dinner, 
i YouareaRoinan,arcyou? 


Mene. I am as thy Generall is. 

I Then you (hould hate Rome, as he do's C 
when you haue pufht out your gates, the vcrvD^ j0u > 
of thcm > and in a violent popular ignorance o* u ^ r 
enemy your ftiicld, thinke to front his reuenges k° Ut 
eafie groancs of old women, the Virginall Palm^^ ^ 
daughters, for with the palficd intcrceffion of f °u ^ Cu 
cay'd Dotant as you feeme to be? Can you think i dc ' 


out the intended fire,your Ci ty is ready to flame ' U1 ° W 
fuch weakc breath as this? No,you are deceiu'd >u 3Witil 
backe to Romc,and prepare for your execution ' Crf ° rc 
condemn'd,our Generall has fwornc you out nf V V ° U arc 
and pardon. Cotrc PKcu c 

Mene. Sirra, if thy Captaine knew I were hecre 
He would vfe me with cftimation. ' 
i Come, my Captaine knowes you not, 
Mene. I meane thy Generall. 
i My Gcncrall cares not for you. Back I fay g0 . w 
I let forth your halfe pinte of blood. Backe,that?the 
moft of your hauing, backe. vr " 
Mene. Nay but £ellow,Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanns with tsiufftdiw, 
Corto. What's the matter ? 
Mene.Now you Companionate fay m arrant for m . 
you (hall know now that I am in eftimation : y ou fy 
percciuc, that a Iacke gardan t cannot office mc from L 
Son CorioUnustguzffc but my entertainment with him- if 
thou ftand'it not i'th ftate of hanging, or of fome death 
more long in Spe&atorfrup,and crueller in fufferino be- 
hold now prelently, and fwoond for what's to ccmc ypon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourcly Synod about tby 
particular profperity,and loue thee no worfe then thy old 
Father Menenitu do's, O my Son, my Son 1 thou art pre- 
paring fire for vs i lookc thee, heerc's water to quenchir. 
I was hardly moued to come to thee : but beeing aflurcd 
none but my felfc could moue thee 3 I haue bene blownc 
out of your Gates with fighes : andconiurc thecropar- 
don Rome, and. thy petitionary Countrimen. The good 
Gods affwage thy wrath, and turne the dregs ofit,vpon 
this Varlet hcere : This, who like a blockc hatbdenyed 
my acceffe to thee. 
Corio. Away. 
Mene. How? Away? 
Corio. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affaires 
Are Seruanted to others : Though I owe 
My Reuenge properly, my rcmiflion lies 
In Volcean brefls. That we haue beene familiar, 
Ingratc forgetfulneffc (hall poifon rather 
Then pitty : Note how much,' therefore be gone. 
Mine cares againft your (bites, are ftronger then 
Your gates againft my force. Yet for I louedtbec, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 
And would haue fent it. Another word Menenim 
1 will not heare thee fpeake. This man Jnftdita 
Was my bclou'd in Rome : yet thoubchold'ft. 
jiuffid. You keepe a conftant temper. 

Manet the Guard and Mentnm 

1 Now fir, is your name Menenitu ? 

2 Tis afpellyoufee ofmuchpower: 
You know the way homeagaine. 

i Do you heare W wee arc fhent for keeping your 
greatnefie backe? 

a What caufc do you thinke I haue to fwoond? 

Menem I neither care for tfrworid, nor your Generals 
for fuch things as you, I can fcarfe thinke ther's anv,y 
fo fiieht. He that hath a will to die by himfelfe, tcarcnt 
D not 
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from another : Let your Generall do his wortt. For 
fl0 b c c that you are,»longj and your mifery encreafe 

^tb y° ur a § Ct 1 to y GU * as * vvas ^ ai ^ to ' Awa y«£^ 
nV1 j ^ Moble Fellow I warrant him. 

a The worthy Fellow is our General.Hc's the Rock, 

The Oake not to be windc-fhaken. ExitWatch. 

Enter Corwlanus and Attffidiiu. 

Corio* We will before the walls of Rome tomorrow 
Set dovvne our Hoaft. My partner in this A&ion, 
You muft report to th'Volctan Lords, how plainly 
1 haue borne this BufincfTe. 

juf. Oncly their ends you haue refpefted, 
jjoptyour cares againft the generall fuite of Rome : 
fjeuer admitted a priuat whifper,no not with fuch trends 
jhat thought them fure of you, 

Corto. This laft old mnn, 
yVhnm with a crack'd heart I hauc fent to Rome, 
LoiAl rr?e, aboue the meafure of a Father, 
j^ a y godded me indeed. Their hici\ refuge 
\\ r 3>rofcn(J htm : for whofeold Loue I haue 
(Though I fbcw'd fowrcly to him^ once more offer r d 
The firtt Conditions which they did rcfufe, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him onc'y, 
That thought he could do more: Avery Httlc 
I hauc vcelded too 0 Frefti £rr!bafles,and Suites, 
Nor from the Starc 3 nor pnuate friends hcereafrer 
Will 1 lend earc to. Ha? what fliout is this? Shcnt within 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the fame rime *cis made? I will not. 

Enter yirgtliaJT ilumniaXJaleria, jong IsUrtim^ 
with Attendants. 
My w ife comes formoft, then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this Trunke was fram'd, and in her hand 
TheGrandcMIde to her blood. But out affc&ion, 
All bond and priuiledge of Nature breakc ; 
Let it be Vcrtuoux to be Obftinate. 
What is that Curt'fie worth? Or thofc Doues eyes, 
Which can make Gods fori vvorne ? I mclr, and am not 
Offtronger earth then others: my Mother bowes, 
As if Olympus to a Mole-hill fhould 
In (application Nod : and myyong Boy 
Hath an Afpeft of intcrcefsion, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Voices 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, He neiicr 
Be fuch aGofling to obey inftm«5>; but {hud 
Asifaman were Author ofhtmfclf > & knew no other kin 

Virgil. My Lord and Husband. 

Corw. Thefc eyes are not the lame I wore in Rome. 

Ftrg. The forrow that deliuers vs thus changed, 
Makes you thinke fo. 

Corio. Like a dull A<$or now,! haue forgot my part. 
And I am out, cuen to a full Difgrace. Beft of my Flcfh, 
Forgiuc my Tyranny : but do not fay, 
For that forgiue our Romanes. O a kifle 
Long as my Exile, fweet as my Rcucngc \ 
Now by the iealous Queene of Heaucn, that kifle 
1 carried from thee deare ; and my true Lippe 
HathVirgin'ditcrefince. You Gods/] pray, 
And the moft noble Mother of the world 
Lraue vnfalured : Sinke my knee I'chcarth, Kneetes 
Of thy deepe duty, more imprcfjion fiicw 
Then that of common Sonnes. 

Wnm. Ohftand vpbleftj 
Whil'ft with no fofter Cudiion then the Flint 
I kneclc before thee, and vnpropcrly 
Shew duty as milhkcn, all this while. 


BetwcenetheChildc^and Parent. 

Corio. What's this? your knees to me ? 
To your Corre&cd Sonne ? 
Then let the Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starres : Then, let the mutinous vvindes 
Strike the proud Cedars 'gainli the fiery Sun: 
Murd'ring Impoflibility, to make 
What cannot bc 3 flight workc. 

Volum. Thou arc my W arrioUr, I hope to frame thee 
Do you know this Lady ? 

Corio, The Noble Sifter of PMicola ; 
The Moone of Rome: Chafie as the Jficle 
That's curdied by the F r oft, from parefi Snow% 
And hangs on Dians Temple: Deere Z)*!eria. 

Volum. This is a poore Epitome ofyours a 
Which by th'intcrprctation of fuil time, 
May fhew like all yourfctie. 

Corio, The God of Souldicrs : 
With the confent of fupreame loue, informe 
Thy thoughts with NoblenelTe, that thou mayft proue 
To fliame vnvulnerable, and fiicke i*ch Warrcs 
Like 3 great Sca-marke (landing eucry flaw, 
And fauing thofe that eye thee. 
Volum. Your knee, Sirrah. 
Corio. That's my braue Boy. 
Volum. Euen he,your wife,this Ladie,and my felfe, 
AreSutorsto you. 

Corio. I befeech you peace: 
Or if you'ld aske, remember this before; 
The thing I haue forfworne to graunt, may neuer 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid mc 
Difmiffe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe,with Romes Mechanickes . Tell me not 
Wherein I feemc vnnaturall :Defire noct*allay 
My Rages and Reuenges,with your colder rcafons* 

Volum. Oh no more^io more : 
You haue faid you will not grant vs any thing : 
For we haue nothing elfe to aske, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we will aske, 
That if you fade in our requeft, the blame 
May hang vpon your hardneffe, therefore heare vf. 

Corto. AitffiditiSt and you Voices marke, for weel 
Heare nought from Rome in priuate. Your requcft ? 

y Should we be fileut & not fpeak»our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what life 
We haue led fince thy Exile. Thinke with thy felfe, 
How more vnfortunate then all liuing women 
Are we come hither $ fince that thy fight, which fiiould 
Make our eies flow with ioy.harcs dance wich comforts, 
Conllraines them weepe^nd fbakc with fcarc& forow, 
Making the Mother, wifc,and Chridc to fee, 
The Sonne, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 
Thine enmities moft capitall : Thou barr'ft vs 
Our prayers to the Gods,which is a comfort 
That all but weenioy. For how can we? 
Alas! how can we, for our Country pray ? 
Whereto we are bound, together with thy vi<3ory : 
Whereto we are bound : Alacke,or we muft loofe 
The Counrrie our deerc Nurfe, or elfe thy perfon 
Our comfort in the Country. Wemuftfinde 
An euident Calamity, though we had 
Our wifli, which fide (hould win. For cither thott 
Muft as a Forraine Recrcantbe led 
With Manacles through our ftreets, or elfe 
Triumphantly treade on thy Countries ruine, 
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